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Presents 


Author's Notes: 


| loved writing this for you, so | hope that you enjoy it! :) 


The first time was an accident. Well. An accident for James. Not for him. James just through that they had 
both had had ten beers or so. He'd only had two. When James had given him that drunken grin and said that 
they would be best friends forever, he couldn't help himself. He had climbed into James' lap and kissed him. 


Not just a peck on the lips either. He went all out. Like a fucking idiot. James had kissed him back. For a few 
seconds. Before coming to his senses and shoving him off his lap. James had tried to stand up and stomp away, 


but he had only managed to fall back on the couch. He'd been the one to leave. 


Lars groaned and buried his face in his hands. What had he been thinking? He rubbed frantically at his face. He 
hadn't been thinking. He'd just wanted James. Every second of every day, he wanted James. Want to kiss him. 
Touch him. Do..other shit with him. 


"Trying to rub your face off?" 
He peeked through his fingers at James and gave him a half-hearted glare. "| might be. So?" 
James rolled his eyes. "ld ask you why dumbass." 


"None of your fucking business." Lars mumbled, not wanting to look up at James any more. He looked too good, 
dressed for the holidays like that. He would be spending them with his family. The red sweater and the black 


jeans looked too fucking good on him. 


He sat down next to Lars and bumped his shoulder. "It's definitely my business if it is my fault. | can't 
remember much the other night, but | remember shoving you." He rubbed the back of his head. "Felt bad." 


Lars gave a small laugh. "Trust me when | say that you were justified to do what you did" James only gave 


him a confused look, his eyebrows wrinkling as he looked at him. 
"What, did you hit me or something?" 


He shook his head. "Trust me James, you don't wanna know." Lars said, missing the brief, hurt look that 
appeared on James' face. "Just know that you were totally right to push me. I'm fine." He was anything but 
fine. Lars took a deep breath and looked up at James. 


James frowned. None of this made sense. He'd thought..he thought he remembered Lars kissing him. He 
thought he remembered that. But Lars was acting like he had done something wrong. Had something else 
happened? 


"Can | help you with something else James?" Lars asked, looking up at the blonde again. His heart turned over. 


James looked so good. 


"No." James said quietly. He must have been mistaken. Lars didn't want him like that. Never would. His 
shoulders sagged a little bit. Garnering the last of his courage he leaned down and kissed Lars' cheek. "Merry 


Christmas Lars." James stuffed his hands in his pockets and left the room. 


He froze as James kissed his cheek and wished him a Merry Christmas. Lars looked at the doorway James had 
just left out of. Springing into action, he scrambled off of the bed and down the stairs. "James!" He heard the 
front door shut a second later and cursed. Lars ran to the door and yanked it open, just in time to see James’ 


beat up truck driving down the street. He kicked the doorframe. 


"Merry Christmas James." He said, slamming the door shut in frustration He huffed and sighed. Lars ran his 
fingers through his hair and went back up to his room. 


James came back to the Metallicamansion two days later. It was Lars’ birthday. He wasn't able to get him 
much, but he had the present clenched in his hand, wrapped poorly. He still wanted to surprise Lars. 


He found Lars in his room, surrounded by half-empty beer cans. James frowned and looked at Lars snoring on 
the bed. He smiled against his will. Lars never did anything half-measure. He was sprawled out on his bed in 
just his boxers. James put the present down on the nightstand and put a small card on top of it. He bit his lip 


nervously. Now or never. He'd just have to wait for Lars to wake up. 


It was the sun shining in his eyes that woke him up. Fucking sun. He'd been having a good dream. About James. 
What else was fucking new? He huffed and sat up, stretched and caught sight of wrapping paper on his 
nightstand. His eyes lit up. He grabbed the small box and the card on top of it and shook it, hearing something 
rattle inside. 


Lars tore the box open, pulling out a cassette. His brows wrinkled, confused. He turned it over, his eyes staring 
at the label. His hand shook. This couldn't be right. He couldn't have gotten a recording.Lars swallowed. The 
words swam in his vision. Deep Purple - Copenhagen Feb. 1913. He put the tape down and opened the note, 


smiling at James’ scrawled handwriting. 
[il have one more present to give you if you are interested. If you want it, come to my room. 
James[/i] 


He shook his head. Since when would he ever turn down a present? Lars jumped off the bed, putting the 


cassette reverently down on his dresser before he bolted to James’ room, throwing the door open. "James?" 


James was sitting on the edge of his bed, his head bowed. Now or never. Lars would either hit him and hate 
him or.. He would never let his head finish that thought. The hope hurt too much. He looked up at Lars. He 
smiled Lars hadn't even bothered to put a shirt on Or pants. 


"| can't believe you got me a recording of that James!" Lars said, excitement rolling off of him in waves. He 


launched himself into James’ arms, hugging him tightly. "Thank you, thank you, thank you!" 


He smiled and squeezed Lars close, savoring all of the bare skin he could feel pressed against him. "You're 
welcome." James said, his voice quiet as he pulled away and looked down at Lars. "Would you like your other 


present?" 


Lars nodded eagerly, grinning up at James. Nothing could top that cassette. Nothing. But James could try and 
come close. The thoughtful gift just made his heart go wild He had to remind himself that there was never 
going to be anything between them. 


"Close your eyes." James demanded softly, looking at Lars. He waited until the drummer did as he asked. He 


took a deep breath, his heart pounding. It was now or never. He would never work up the courage to do this 


again. He leaned close. He didn't know what to do with his hands. James stuffed them in his pockets. 

He hit Lars' nose with his, cursing a little under his breath. James watched green eyes flutter open to look at 
him curiously. This was it. He pressed his lips to Lars', watching his eyes widen in shock and surprise. He 
forced himself to savor the touch before Lars pushed him away, Lars’ lips were so soft. 

James had looked so cutely determined, Lars hadn't realized what he was about to do until it was happening. 
His face heated up in embarrassment. James had kissed him. He pulled away and watched James flinch and look 


away from him. 


He curled his hands into fists inside his pockets, cursing himself for a fool. He'd fucked it up. It hadn't been a 
proper kiss. He'd missed his only shot. 


"James?" Lars hated how quiet his voice was, but he was shaking. None of this seemed real. "James, look at 


me?" When James still refused to look at him, he huffed and glared. "James Alan Hetfield! Look! At! Mel" 


He glanced up at Lars for a moment, their eyes catching. He didn't see any of the anger he expected. Or the 
hate. James looked away again and stared down at the floor. "Just.go. Okay? I'll pretend it didn't happen" 


Lars' voice shook "W-what if | wanted it to happen?" He took a deep breath. "What if | wanted it to h-happen 


again?" Lars asked. 
James jerked his head up to look at Lars. "Wh-what?" 


He sucked in another steadying breath. "I want you to kiss me again James." Lars managed to get out without 


stuttering. "W-Will you?" 

He didn't hesitate. Lars was giving him a second chance. James cupped Lars’ face in his hands and yanked him 
forward, kissing him. This time the way he wanted to. Hard, fast and deep. Lars kissed him back shyly, almost 
afraid. James wrapped his arms around Lars and pulled him closer and tighter against him. 

"J-James." Lars broke away for a moment, staring up at the blonde, his eyes glazed over with passion 


James pressed their lips together for a brief moment before whispering. "Yeah?" 


Lars wrapped his arms around James’ shoulders and leaned closer. "Don't stop?" 


